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Rub “til tt Bleeds 


Prologue 


Billy made a voodoo doll of his teacher. He didn't like her and knew about voodoo dolls from Gilligan's Island, all 
you had to do for it to work was make it look like the person. He used his sister's Barbie and drew heavy make 
up on her face and cut the hair off. He wrote her name on its back and would run it over with his bicycle. One 
time, he beat her head on the cement floor while "Paranoid" was playing on the radio and kept a beat for the 
whole song, slamming her head over and over trying to give her a concussion. He had just had one himself 
because his stepdad caught him masturbating and bashed his head against the wall, so he knew what they 
were. He didn't know if voodoo would work in his hands but he hoped that at the very least maybe she would 


fall under his control every time "Paranoid" came on the radio. 
He hated her. 


She wore a beehive hairdo, too much lipstick, powder blue eye shadow and oversized Wilma Flintstone plastic 
white beads around her neck. She nagged and whined and when she smiled she showed a mouthful of old piano 


keys. These things were enough for Billy to have an aversion as he was being raised with an emphasis on 


godliness, which would eventually go to shit with his pride and penchant for hookers, but it was the day she 
made Billy sing "My Country Tis of Thee" in front of the whole class that pushed him over the edge. It was a 
punishment for refusing to pledge the flag. Billy wasn't sure why either, he just wouldn't. He probably saw 
hippies on the news refusing to pledge and wanted to fall in with them. They wore bell bottoms. He had one 
pair of bellbottoms and wanted to wear them all the time so he could look like a hippie. Sometimes, he would tie 
a bathrobe belt around his head like a bandana, put all his Mom's beads on and pretend he was in "San 
Francisco". He didn't know what he would be doing there, but there was a song about San Francisco and flowers 
in your hair so that meant hippies and he wanted to go. Hippies were cool. They played guitars and the chicks 
were beautiful with long blonde hair and pretty faces like the girl on the Mamas and the Papas album cover. 
He wanted to go where boys had long hair and suede vests like the guys in his neighbour's band. They were 
super cool. They drank beer, smoked cigarettes and played really loud songs that seemed to go nowhere and 


get boring. 


Billy had a fraught relationship with authority. He hated it on one hand and yet craved approval on the other. 
One time in third grade, Billy went to school wearing a purple sweater with fringe hanging from it, and on the 
square pockets were smaller squares stitched in His teacher told him she liked his sweater because the design 
of "square in a square" was the symbol for square dancing and she was a square dancer. Now this was purely 
a coincidence. He could say without any reservation that his mother did not buy the sweater because she liked 
square dancing. He knew however that this was an opportunity. He didn't know how, but he knew, and said: "I 


love square dancing!" 


Billy didn't know what the fuck square dancing was. He assumed it was what square people did and was positive 
that his teacher was one of them. In his house the only dance they ever did was the monkey, then the funky 
chicken, but he didn't know what square dancing was. What he did know was that it was an opportunity to 
ingratiate himself to her. He wanted to be accepted He wanted to be loved. And he made himself the teacher's 
pet for the rest of the year, not meaning a word of the flattery but keeping her in his square dance pocket 
and getting away with everything. 


The voodoo wasn't working and Billy decided to go out to the woods and bury the body. Some people confuse 
crazy with passionate. Billy was batshit passionate. He slumped down into the thick foliage and held the doll to 
his heart. Thickly wooded distance separated him from school, his stepdad and everything that hurt him. Only 


eleven, but Billy knew that if you live for people's acceptance you will die from their rejection 


Crae/Guns Tour 
November 1987 


Nikki felt restless like a cat wigging out at midnight. He wanted to leave. Get out of there. Watch that pale-blue 
dot fall further away until the darkness swallowed it and there was no turning back. He wanted to travel. 


Whether that meant traveling back in time or traveling across a continent depended on the Crue's schedule and 


who he could fuck into financing his adventures. It had been a tough year. Nikki had wrung out every last bit 
of living and his life unfurled before him like a lush carpet that serves no purpose beyond that of ostentation. 
A ride hurtling towards destination smack. No surprises, no detours. Just some darn thing placed directly in his 
path, fucking with him. He hugged his knees to his chest and looked out the window at the sparkling Mississippi, 
admiring the blues and glass-greens as it dropped off Chickasaw Bluffs into the floodplain of the river. The 
landscape of the South rang across his mind like a distant pealing church bell. Which was odd, Nikki had no 
affinity with this part of the country. Yesterday they passed through the southern Appalachian Mountains, 
through the ancestral territories of the Cherokee Indian nation. Nikki loved the mountains but he wouldn't admit 
it. Admitting he loved nature, any nature, was simply not in his nature. 


"She was a red hot momma," Slash threw a card at Tommy. "Dude, her tits, ugh. They were like a deep dish of 


lovin’ with a spoon made especially for me. Don't tell my girl” 
"Just play the fuckin’ game" 

"Damn. You put the funk in functional” 

"Play. The. Fucking. Game. 

"Or you'll do what?" 

‘Lace your smack with formaldehyde. 


Nikki snorted, leaning forward to take a long, slow sip of Bulleit bourbon. "Do you even know what formaldehyde 
is, T-Bone?" 


| don't claim to know much. Drums, fucking, and spanakopita about covers it." 
"Spana-what?" Slash frowned. "Sounds like a disease you get on your dick" 


"Then you should know all about it," Axl said dryly, making a minute adjustment to the lyrics in his lap. "Its like 


a pastry with spinach and cheese." 

Tommy grinned. "That's right. You know Greek food, huh?" 

"| know spanakopita" 

"Man, | feel like | need antibiotics. Yo lz, you ever had spanacockita?" 
Izzy took a drag on his cigarette and dropped it into his beer. 


"My money's on no," Axl said. "| don't think he's eaten since 198l." 


Slash called his name again and Izzy squinted, giving the impression of someone abruptly hitting the lights in a 
dark room. Izzy's head was a deep canyon. You could drop a dime in his brain and wait an hour for it to land. 


"Fuck this," Tommy dropped his cards on the table and flopped on the sofa beside Nikki. "You wanna take five or 
somethin'?" he gestured to the back of the bus. 


Nikki sucked on his bourbon and let the bottle out with a pop. He wondered what would happen if he stood up 
all of a sudden and announced that they were fucking. It wouldn't really shock anyone. It was the worst kept 
secret on the Strip. 


"Takin' five," Izzy said, startling everyone. "Is that a euphemism?" 
Nikki offered a short smile and ran a hand through his dark hair, his sunglasses deflecting his feelings. It's as if 
the blocking of the sun to his eyes cooled his body of any real emotion Izzy's mouth lifted in a half-smirk, as 


if he was deciding whether the situation was amusing enough to warrant a smile. 


"Take it easy, Sixx, ain't nothing like takin’ fives. God knows | take my fives, sometimes tens and even twenties, 


on a daily fucking basis. Right Ax?" 


Axl chewed on his pen, and then scrawled excitedly at the paper as if he'd just made a mathematical 


breakthrough. 


* * * 

The table groaned under the weight of liquor, eye-shadow palettes the size of tea trays and a |2-foot-long 
boa constrictor. Trampled by stacks of Marshall amps, the tour held the atmosphere of a long debauch that 
had no end. Every day was a felony. The music was loud and the stakes were high, the players empty, so tired, 
secretly hoping to vanish together into sleep. Somehow they kept their hair jacked up the whole time. 


"Fuck off. What do you know about a waste of paper?" Vince sneered. 


"He was a pretentious little shit and completely self-indulgent," Axl drawled. "| have one word for Jack Kerouac. 


Edit. Just fuckin’ say it already, we're dying here." 
Duff rolled a fifty-dollar bill and dipped his head over a line of coke. 
"He was not self-indulgent! The Beats’ believed in shocking people, stirring things up." 


Izzy snorted a chuckle. "Shocking people? Get real. They believed in speed and petty crime. The fuckin’ National 
Enquirer of the fifties. Dude, my mom reads Kerouac." 


"You got an attitude problem, Stradlin. Watch it." 


"Because | disagree with you? | don't have an attitude problem, Vince. You have a problem with my attitude 


and thats not my problem. Got it?" 
"Okay, your mouth? Close that shit.” 


Duff leaned across the table toward Vince, his voice a low, urgent hiss. "Do you wanna get bent over this table 


and fucked? ‘Cause | got the business end of a bottle for ya" 
Vince huffed. "T-Bone, do you see the way these scumbags talk to me?" 


Tommy put a pack of Chips Ahoy over his mouth and breathed like Darth Vader. Axl sat on the couch, 
grinning, the metal studs on his belt buckle reflecting the light. 


"You know what?" Vince snarled. "Whatever. It's just not worth the jail time." 
"Behold," Axl gestured dramatically. "The field in which | grow my fucks." 
Vince rolled his eyes and made for the door. 

"Lay thine eyes upon it and thou shalt see that it is barren" 


Duff and Tommy burst out laughing. Axl was terrified on the inside, but on the outside, to the casual 
observer, he was laughing too. It was all he could do since hearing the latest news from his sister Amy. A 
death investigation was underway in Lafayette. The body of a woman had been discovered in the woods. The 
Lafayette Police Department identified the deceased woman as a teacher from Jefferson High School. She was 
found badly decomposed with blunt force trauma to her head and a Barbie shoved in her ass. 


** X 
Someone was banging on the door. 


Nikki licked his finger and dipped it into an eightball of cocaine. He raised his finger to his mouth and suckled it 
before returning it to the chick's pussy. His long fingers fucked her, slowly, as she arched her back and 
moaned. Nikki became a stoner at seven, a dealer at sixteen By nineteen he was a junkie. Speed. Smack. 
Percodan. Quaaludes. Coke. Crack. He wasn't sure when drugs overtook everything, but at some point they 
became part of his routine. Something to wake him up. Something to help him sleep. Something to calm his 
nerves. Something to hold back withdrawal. 


When he first overdosed, the heroin suppressed his breathing and he was roused from unconsciousness at 
short intervals gasping and in pain. The time after that it almost killed him. And when finally he died, he stared 
into a hole littered with bones. All around him was peace and perfect silence. A voluptuous surrender. It was a 
delicate illusion, then a soft light, and then it was nothing again. Nikki was nothing, again When the constant 
banging threatened to bounce Nikki out of bed he staggered over to the door. 


"Gimmie a sec, Tequila” 
“Takiyah." 


He swung the door open and his jaw clenched. "Your festive interjections are a real kick in the pants but l'm 


low on time and frankly tired. What do you want?" 


Tommy opened his mouth but nothing came out, so he ran his hands down Nikki's sides and held him hard. The 
light from the hall was leaking in, highlighting his chiselled jaw. 


Nikki smirked. “Easy, tiger." 
"We gotta talk. Get rid of the bitch." 
"Goodbye, bitch," Nikki hissed with a petulant scowl. 


Tommy blinked, then cursed under his breath. "Okay we got a situation here bro, and | don't wanna tell you 


that | fucking told you, but! fucking told you!" 


Nikki rolled his eyes and went back to the bed, throwing a blanket over the girl like an artist covering a canvas. 


"Vince or Axl?" he took a bump of coke. 


"Who do ya think? | told you that having those fuckers come on tour with us was a bad fucking idea, but did 
the great Nikki Sixx listen to me? No, of course not. Heaven forbid you listen to anyone else's opinion about 


anything, huh?" 


Nikki started bobbing his head to "Temptation" and pointed to the radio. "Turn that shit up. Dah! Dah dah! Leave 
no track! Dah! Dah dah! Don't look back! 


"Like talkin’ to a turd" 


"Rub ‘til it bleeds, baby," Nikki snorted another line. When he lifted his head, a drop of blood trickled out of his 


nose and he scrubbed at it, smearing eyeliner across his cheek. 
"Oh dude, this is so fucked up," Tommy sighed. "Look, | know you've had a tough year what with coming back 
from the dead and all, and | try to take the high road but sometimes | swear to god | wanna take a detour and 


run your fuckin’ ass over." 


"Whine, whine, whine! You know what?" Nikki sneered. "Your dumb shit and constant fucking bitching is what 
makes me wanna get tanked at Ilam." 


"Yeah, that sounds about right. Blame me. You're awesome, Sixx. Honestly. You make me wish | had more middle 


fingers." 


Nikki made an obscene gesture with his own. "When | was born | had no plans to be this awesome, but shit 


happens. Take a bump or something. You're killing my buzz." 

Tommy looked down and wiggled his bare toes. Nikki tapped a finger to the girl's shoulder and she crawled on all 
fours over to Tommy, going straight for his zipper. She unfastened his pants with nimble fingers, gasping as 
his dick sprung free against his stomach. Even half-hard, Tommy was enormous. She wrapped her lips around 
his cock. 

"Did your bassist call it or what?" 

Tommy's face twisted in pleasure. "He did." 

Nikki's eyes smouldered. He loved watching Tommy getting off. He couldn't help but slide his hand inside his 
pants and curl his fingers around his dick as he watched the show. Tommy had a striking face and a swag of 
long dark hair that seemed always in motion, falling in his eyes, getting caught in his mouth. The visual had 
Nikki biting his lip. 

"You're damn lucky to have me in your life, T-Bone, you know that?" 

"Is whispered in my ear every night before | fall asleep." 


Nikki chuckled. "Well, you won't let me write it in your underwear anymore." 


Tommy laced his fingers in the chick's hair. She quickened the pace and Tommy arched his hard body as he 


pushed up into her mouth, a light sheen of sweat coating his skin 
"So," Nikki licked his lips. "What's this about our little friends?" 
"Ugh, they're leaving." 

"What?" 


"Dude... | dunno. Some shit went down and Axl flew off the wall. He got into a fight with Vince and said 
something about going to Lafayette. Where the fuck is that? Missouri?" 


Nikki's eyes narrowed, and then as if an obscure fog had cleared up in his mind, he cut a glance to Izzy leaning 
against the wall. Izzy's devilish grin flashed for a brief moment before he rocked back onto his heels and left 


the room. 


The Moth 


Author's Notes: 


Dedicated with love and infinite Gunner-fuck-yous to my dear friend Moon2187. You've got this babe. | love 


you. 


The thing is red with menacing stares and flame-like tusks. Axl curls into a ball as the jaws close in, heat- 
swept and tinged with the smell of stale beer. No, dont touch me. Go away. A talon pierces his gut, and then 
another, deeper this time. Axl's mouth opens in a gaping scream as black clouds swirl above like a spiralling 
galaxy. Mommy, help me. But it is no use. There is no relief. Axl cries. He tries, pudgy fingers flailing. He is 
breaking. The thing groans. Coils of wet intestine spill until he is a formless mess of bile and excrement, a 
thousand drops of blood dripping down a dagger. Demonic eyes bore into him like drills and he is flung against 
the cross, his skull split open by nails. 


Axl woke up with a pounding heart. 

He drew a shaky breath and looked around. Candles illuminated Izzy in a golden Christian light. Peace. A moth 
circled the flame and sizzled into nothing. Moths, like humans, are drawn to the light on the far side of the 
flame. They go into the light and sacrifice themselves because they are eager to get to the other side. Axl 
knew sacrifice, and his eyes squinted against the loss of time. A gaunt, old man in a young body. 

Izzy stirred, and after a long study of Axl's face, he spoke. "Come on, lets go." 

Axl shook his head. "No." 

"Why?" 

"Because we gotta make sure we have something to come back to." 


"Leave Nikki to me." 


"It ain't about Sixx," Axl said. "What about Geffen? The fans? We can't just up and leave because l'm having a 


crazy turn. The fuck else is new, right?" 

"Ax-" 

"Don't," he sat up. "What was | thinking? That I'll just waltz in to LPD homicide and see if Inspector Mouton's 
still there, for shits and giggles. Oh yeah. I'll take that fucker down memory lane and tell him about my voodoo 
doll. Sure. l'Il bet he loves that." 


Izzy furrowed his brow. "What are you talkin’ about? You were gonna go to the funeral and close the lid on 


that shit. Remember? Closure. Or am | missing something here?" 

"Closure? What am |, a chick?" 

Izzy rolled his eyes and grabbed a cigarette. 

"You don't understand." 

"So enlighten me." 

"The dreams. The omens. What if somewhere, somehow.. 

"You don't actually believe you're responsible for wasting that bitch?" 

Axl climbed out of bed and opened the window. Everything outside looked free. He felt trapped. Captive in a 
shameful, technicolor dream he couldn't shake off, no matter how many miles he had travelled or the gallons 
of blood he let along the way. 

"Do you have any idea what it's like being me?" he murmured. 

Izzy peered up at Axl, trying to see past the smoke and shadows. "Yes." 

"What's it like?" 

"What a narcissistic question" 


"What's it like?" 


"Smoke and mirrors," Izzy said, letting his eyes drift shut again. "It's like you spend your days in a dark, 


windowless room, laughing and fighting with imaginary people." 
Axl snorted. 


"Then killing them." 


"What the fuck do you know about anything?” 


Izzy sat up and dragged a hand through his hair. "C'mon, man. You may think you're mysterious, but to me? 


You're like a card trick in a parlour." 
Axl returned to the bed and gazed into Izzy's hazel eyes. "What?" 


"What did | say?" Izzy leaned forward, his warm breath tickling Axl's ear. "Smoke and mirrors. You're like a cake 


mix in a box. A catered meal that you claim as your own" 
"You're saying l'm fake? Dishonest?" 
"Don't put words in my mouth." 


Axl straightened his spine and shot Izzy a warring glare. "You know what? You just reminded me why | don't 


like you." 
Izzy laughed at that. 


Axl swooped in and pinned Izzy to the bed, covering his body with his own. "Oh, you think it's funny? You're the 
fucking Rubik's cube in this band. Anything else?" 


"Sure, Billy boy, | got loads of insight. Wanna hear it? You got this weird self-esteem issue where you hate 
yourself but you still think you're better than everyone else.” 


His jaw clenched. "Anything else?" 

There was silence for a moment. Axl waited for Izzy to speak like a plaintiff awaiting a sentence from a judge. 
"You fuck like a pro." 

"l'm glad to hear it" 

"l'm glad to tell it.” 

November rain pattered softly against the window. Something dark and sexy flickered behind Izzy's eyes as he 
studied the elegant contours of Axl's sloping brow and flaring cheekbone. Axl dipped his eyes, not saying 
anything, and suddenly they moaned, kissing deep and hard and wild as heat settled around them like a blanket 


of embers. 


* eK 


"You're not eating?" Tommy asked, wiping sauce from his lips. 
Nikki's lips twitched but his expression remained solemn. 
"You gotta eat, bro. You almost fainted last night." 


"So | should just sit quietly and shovel in whatever shit they throw my way like some inmate in the chow line 


doing twenty to life? | don't think so." 

"Eat." 

"| don't need to eat. l'm a vampire." 

"No you're not." 

"Did you see me do that?" 

"Do what?" 

"Exactly." 

Tommy rolled his eyes and sucked on his beer. 

He wished he could reach out and hold Nikki to his chest, right over his heart, right where it ached the most. 
Tommy was a believer. He believed in Nikki. He believed in the band. He believed in fate and magic, in sitting 
under the moon with all the time in the world, the full-speed train of life slowing to a crawl. Bound by no 
obligations, barred by no limitations. He believed in speaking without thinking. Talking for hours about love, life, 
about anything and everything. He believed in keeping shit simple. 

"What are you thinking about?" Nikki asked, a touch of colour high in his pale cheeks. 

"You" 

"If you need love, get a hooker," Nikki said, trying to spear a sausage with his fork. The darn thing kept slipping 
across his plate and leaving oily skid marks. "The fuck's up with this shit?" he tossed his fork on the table. "It 


keeps scuttling away like a fuckin’ roach." 


"Wear lighter high spray," Vince muttered, flopping into a chair. "You know, one that won't squish the part of 


your brain that can judge depth and measurement" 
"Wow," Nikki snorted. "That brain of yours. You should totally launch rockets." 


"tim nothing if not full of suggestions." 


"You're full of something alright” 
Tommy sucked in his cheek. "Hey, Mick?" 


Vince and Nikki glanced at their axe player for the first time. He was hunched over something in a dark corner 


of the room. Or maybe he was just hunched. 
ee 

"Do rats have nuts?" 

Mick studied Tommy like a mother hamster about to eat her three-legged young, 
"Dude?" 


"The word guitar has its origins in the Latin word Cithara It wasn't until the 1200s that drunk little minstrels 
started calling it a guitar." 


"What the fuck does that have to do with a rat's nut, bro?" 

Nikki's sausage shot off the plate like a cannonball and hit Vince in the face. 

"lm not so good at extemporaneous speaking,” Mick pinched a cigarette between his fingers. "So | have a stash 
of useless conversational facts | can whip out at a moment's notice. Maybe someday I'll memorise some facts 
more specific to rodent balls." 


Tommy's dark mane gleamed under the spotlight as he nodded. 


* eX 
"THEYRE OUT TA GET ME!" 


Izzy thrashed through a whirlwind of chords as Duff whizzed past him and jumped onto a Marshall stack, 
almost knocking it over. Slash whooshed in with earth-shattering feedback, the rapid, high-pitched squeal 
ranging back and forth as his fingers flew along the frets. The obscene, spit out riffs and frenzied beats 
sounded like a gun fight. 


"So you can suck me! Axl reached out to touch a few outstretched hands, melting the front row of fans like a 


stick of butter. 


Steven rolled a pounding outro, fuelling the paranoid, stuffed up and out for everything vibe that Axl wailed 


into the mic, followed by a screaming conclusion from the crowd. Guns N' Roses cheered right along with 


them, and for a few moments forgot all about personal cares until nothing remained but awe for the miracle 


before them. 
"So how was |?" 
"How were you?" 


"Yeah. Was | too stiff? Too forceful? Do | need to relax my lips a little, maybe open my mouth a little more? 
Make it more inviting?" 


Axl glared at Slash. "Do you want to rephrase that fucker?" 


Duff chuckled and opened his zipper, releasing a golden arch into the urinal. "Slash. You can't excel at 


everything, man. Leave the singing to Ax." 


"Like | wanna sing," he mumbled, rubbing his thumb over the plastic baggie in his hand. "But what are we gonna 
do if they fuck off and leave us to play the shows alone huh?" 


"Are you totally fuckin’ crazy?" Axl scowled. "Is that what you imagined would happen? That Izzy and | would 
just disappear and leave you dipshits to stand in for us?" 


"Frankly, yeah." 

Izzy looked at his reflection in the mirror. "I look like Keith Richards at Altamont." 

"Okay, listen up, reptile boy. No one's singing except me. In fact no one's doing a damn thing unless | say so. Izzy 
and | are gonna take off for a few days. Family business, that's all you need to know. We'll catch up in Florida 
for our Lakeland show." 

A sharp, staccato. "No." 

Axl's eyes narrowed at Duff. "What?" 

‘| said, no. D'ya need that in triplicate? Sign language?" 

"Duff, leave it," Izzy said. "We got our reasons for bailing, okay? It's important" 

"Not until | have assurances that you're not jeopardising our place on the tour." 


"Listen-" 


"No you listen!" Duff snarled. "I didn't work my ass off feeding you shitfucks and walking this band through a 


goddamn contract to have you bail on our biggest tour to date and screw everything up because of fuckin’ 


family business or whatever the hell. 

Axl crossed his arms over his chest. "What do you need?" 

"Like | said, assurances that we have a tour to come back to. | wanna know how much cash we're losing on 
your little joyride back to the hood. And it's coming out of your pay check Just to be clear. Why should the 
rest of us be outta pocket?" 

"Yeah," Slash said, tying a belt around his arm. 

"Fine," Izzy sighed. 

The only assurance they had was their ass splayed out on the asphalt. But Izzy and Axl didn't share that piece 
of information with the rest of the band, it was a work in progress. A waiting game in which patience was 
power. Izzy knew that Nikki would try to gouge out every last bit of opportunity he could from it. Just then, 
the doors burst open as Nikki Sixx and Tommy Lee stomped in and sucked the air out of the bathroom. 
"Dude, that drumroll was awesome!" Tommy slapped Steven on the back 

"So keep it?" 

"Keep it" 

Axl shot Steven a ‘what the hell are you listening to him for" look 

‘Izzy, you seem less than thrilled," Nikki drawled, checking his teeth in the mirror. 

"| just think we're a little too on the beat, that's all" 

"Too on the beat?" Duff frowned. "That's crazy." 

"How can we be too on the beat?" Steven tapped the syringe to release air bubbles. 


"You're sayin’ we should be off the beat?" 


Nikki chuckled, swinging his bass around to his back to take a leak. Tommy ran his hands through his wild hair, 


flipping it, teasing it in various directions. 


"Ok, shut up. Sorry | brought it up," Izzy muttered. "Let's just play perfectly on the beat and add a laser show 
and a flute and be fuckin’ Genesis, if thats what you want." 


"We're just trying to figure out what you mean," Steven said. "So we're too perfect?" 


"We could loosen things up a bit," Duff shrugged. 

"That's all l'm sayin’. A little more Dolls, a little less Kraftwerk" 

Nikki watched Steven examining his crushed veins and his face lit up with an expression of sudden insight. He 
was never going to win this battle. He was never going to beat the bullet. He loved heroin more than it loved 


him, and that was the truth. Duff glanced at Nikki, his hair was a wild mess and he looked more human and 
handsome that he had ever seen Feeling the weight of his stare, Nikki locked eyes with Duff. 


"So," he offered him a cigarette. "Looks like you might be out of a job when Tweedledum and Tweedledee head 


home to form a country band. Wanna be my bass tech?" 
"What's the pay like?" 

Nikki whispered in his ear. "I'l triple what they're paying you." 
Tommy's smile faded. 


* eK 


The frigid air hit Izzy's face when he walked out of the motel that night. And it smelled cold. Cold has a smell, 
Izzy decided, especially extreme cold. The orange tinted lights from the highway created ugly shadows in the 
parking lot and Izzy's brisk pace was reduced to a begrudging shuffle, heavy boots sliding on wet concrete. The 
rain was getting through his coat, at least around the shoulders and back. He got on the bus and settled on 
the sofa, the rush of howling winds and driving rain a worthy backdrop to the fever of faces and shadows 
around him. A loud thunder snap ripped through the sky. Izzy lit a cigarette, the tip flaring red as he inhaled 
deeply and listened to the tinkling harp of water droplets. It made him feel better to know other things in 


nature can rip. 
"Hj" 


Izzy squinted at a tall shadow on the far side of the bus. "You're a real master of fear there, Nikki," he said. 
"Look out, Jason and Freddy, Nikki said hi." 


Nikki flopped on the couch with a smirk "We don't talk enough, you know?" 
Izzy glanced at Nikki, his lips slightly parted. "What do you want?" 

"The usual. Blowjobs. Pizza. World peace: 

"Hah" 


"Your firstborn" 


Izzy snorted at that. "Man, I'm never procreating.’ 

"Probably for the best," Nikki smiled, his eyes midnight. "So listen. You and red can have four days. No 
cancellation fees. No repudiation of contract. You do whatever the fuck it is you need to do and we'll continue 
the tour next Thursday in Lakeside." 

"Where's the catch?" 

"Aw, you wound me." 

"Cut the crap." 

Nikki leaned forward, propping his elbows on his knees. "I'm coming with you." 


"What?" Izzy gaped. "Why?" 


"| need to get away. Anywhere. It doesn't matter. Bumfuck Indiana is as good as any. Your secret mission 


sounds intriguing. But I'll stay out of your shit." 
"There's no fuckin’ way-" 
‘Its either that or | take your ass to court for breach of contract. Your call, Stradlin" 


Izzy opened his mouth to say something, then he shut it again. His face closed for a moment, his unreadable 


mask falling into place. "Okay." 

Nikki smirked. "Okay." 

Izzy strummed his guitar, bluesy licks drawing his face in concentration as dark locks fell in his eyes and 
smoke curled from his lips. Nikki felt inspired. He grabbed his journal and started to sketch, his pencil racing 
across the page making marks, almost as if it had a mind of its own. Listening to Izzy play was like discovering 
an eagle in the wild. There was something noble and tumbling about his playing. A knowledge of the infinite or 
some arcane, soulful magic that tapped into the very source of creation Nikki sketched, entranced, and the 
pulses of spirit and light soon took on the proof of another presence. 

"How long?" Izzy asked suddenly. "You and Tommy." 

Nikki put the pencil down. "I guess there's no point in denying it, huh?" 


"Why would you?" 


He shrugged. "Forever, pretty much." 


"Love at first sight, huh?" 

"| wouldn't say that. But it was a definite ‘Come to Jesus! moment when | first laid eyes on that dumbass. You 
know what it's like working in the biz, professional relationships often blur with friendships. Sex. Fucking. Hard, 
deep ass pounding. You know?" 


Izzy smirked. "Yeah, | know about fucking.” 


"Good to know. Besides, T-Bone accepts me as | am. Wicked. Sarcastic. Narcissistic. Vitriolic. Dead," Nikki grinned 
impishly. "Most people don't like the real me." 


"Really? 

"Yeah, babe. Reeeeeally.’ 

Izzy chuckled. "What d'ya mean ‘the real you'?" 

"People don't like me if | act like myself. I'm too deep. Too probing. | ask questions nobody wants answers to. l'm 
too painful to be around. But if | act like somebody else, people fall all over me. Chicks. Guys. | can get anything 
| want out of them. Anything. Kind of meaningless and dehumanising, right? So basically, I'm just screwed" 

"You really think you're that deep?" 

"| could devour you with my depth if | wanted." 

"No thanks." 

Nikki tilted his head. "See?" 

"But nobody wants to be devoured. That's just-" 

"Unromantic?" 

"No. Its weird" 

"But l'm not actually trying to devour anyone. What am |, Satan? My mind just doesn't stop wondering things, 
and often they end up being things people don't wanna think about. So when | try to get close they just get 
scared away because it's not attractive to think that deeply," Nikki trailed off. "You should see the fear in 


their eyes. | mean, | get it. | don't like the real me either. In fact... | fuckin’ hate myself most of the time." 


“That's a lot of fear and loathing." 


"Dude, that's a whole other story.” 
"But it ain't a story. It's the reality now." 


A certain realisation dawned on Nikki. "Maybe. But I'm not talking about weird, disturbing shit necessarily. Just 
stuff that's painful to think about. | ask people questions like, ‘Why did your mom leave your dad when you 
were twelve, or ‘Why do you hate yourself? Sometimes I'll go as far as, ‘Why did you try to kill yourself? 
Stuff like that. | ask too many painful questions. Do you get me at all?" 


Nikki stumbled into places in life. He said things. Deep things, weird things that no matter how much he forgot 
about someone didn't. People are vindictive like that. Jealous cunts. He said them innocently but someone 
remembered them and dismissed him as an attention whore and a vampire. He had that in common with Axl. 
Then Nikki became one. Not a Hollywood vampire, the junkie kind. The kind that speaks psalms to the night air 
and breathes life into the lifeless. Alone, always alone. Words true of the countless dead. But he was just 


another stick in the furnace, a cinder kicked into dust. 


Izzy nodded, placing the side of his head against the window. "Yeah. | really do." 


To be continued. 


